** Well, what do you want to do with me? Throw me into
the river so you can talk all night long with my husband?"
Katzerl said, and Madame saw her raising all her bristles.

"Be reasonable, Katzerl/' she said pleadingly. "Can't
you see you are in my way?"

"Yes, oh yes, I can see it. I am in your way; I have been
in your way ever since I was born; I am especially in your
way when you set out to make a new conquest. But Cyril
belongs to me and not to you, do you understand, and I
won't go out of 5^our way to make things simpler for you.
You won't take Cyril away from me, not my own husband/*

Madame conceived with horror that her senseless child
was jealous of her. " I could slap her face/' she thought. "I
could slap your face/* she said into the telephone, but this
was only small relief. "Just when I have Cyril almost ready
to come back to you, you'd talk like a fool, and act like a
fool. Go to hell for all I care and take your husband with
you. I won't have anything to do with your blasted mar-
riage; I have to sing; I am getting hoarse; I don't want to
talk another word. I'll send him a message that I don't want
to see him after the performance and then you may try and
get him back yourself."

This seemed to impress Katserl. Madame heard some
trumpeting sounds in the telephone as Katzerl blew her
nose. A moment later she said quite sensibly: "I'm sorry.
I am so unbalanced lately. Maybe it's the baby. If you don't
want me in your hotel, of course, I will move out. You see,
I have not enough money for another hotel but I could stay
in the waiting room of Grand Central Station until to-
morrow morning------**

Madame felt a major explosion coming on, but she
managed once more to hold on to herself as she said cheer-
fully: "Look here, Katzerl, don't be so absurd. Everything
will be all right. I can promise you that Cyril will be back
with you the end of this week. I have persuaded him to fly
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